In his nightcap, and with his neck so lean;
She valued not his playing worth a bean.
Then said he thus: "My rest'now will I take;
Now day is come, I can no longer wake/*
And down he laid his head and slept till prime.
And afterward, when saw he it was time,
Up rose this January; but fresh May,
She kept her chamber until the fourth day,
As custom is of wives, and for the best.
For every worker sometime must have rest,
Or else for long he'll certainly not thrive,
That is to say, no creature that's alive,
Be it of fish, or bird, or beast, or man.
Now will I speak of woeful Damian,
Who languished for his love, as you shall hear;
I thus address him in this fashion here.
I say: "O hapless Damian, alas!
Answer to my demand in this your case,
How shall you to your lady, lovely May,
Tell all your woe? She would of course say 'Nay/
And if you speak, she will your state betray;
God be your help! I can no better say/'

This lovesick Damian in Venus' fire
So burned, he almost perished for desire;
Which put his life in danger, I am sure;
Longer in this wise could he not endure;
But priyily a pen-case did he borrow
And in a letter wrote he all his sorrow,
In form of a complaint or of a lay,
Unto his fair and blooding Lady May,
And in a purse of silk hung in his shirt,
He put the poem and laid it next his heart.

The moon, which was at noon of that same day
Whereon this January wedded May
Half way through Taurus, had to Cancer glided,
So long had Maia in her chamber bided,
As is the custom among nobles all.
A bride shall not eat in the common hall
Until four days, or three days at the least,
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